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THE  ACTOR’S  HAND-BOOK, 

AND 

GUIDE  TO  THE  STAGE  FOR  AMATEURS. 

BY  THE  OLD  STAGER. 


This  Guide-Book  contains  Important 

HOW  TO  STUDY. 

HOW  TO  BEAD. 

HOW  TO  DECLAIM. 

HOW  TO  IMPROVE  THE  VOICE. 

HOW  TO  MEMORIZE. 

HOW  TO  MAKE  UP  THE  FIGURE. 
HOW  TO  MAKE  UP  THE  FACE. 

HOW  TO  TREAD  THE  STAGE. 


Hints  upon  the  following  Subjects : 

HOW  TO  MANAGE  THE  HANDS. 
HOW  TO  EXPRESS  THE  VARIOUS 
PASSIONS  AND  EMOTIONS. 
HOW  TO  DO  BYE-PLAY. 

HOW  TO  COMPORT  YOURSELF  AS  A 
LADY  OR  GENTLEMAN. 

HOW  TO  OBTAIN  AN  ENGAGE¬ 
MENT. 


Extract  from  the  Preface  oj  the  Work : — “  There  are  certain  difficulties  that  are  » 
inseparable  from  the  earliest  phases  of  the  dramatic  art.  There  are  others  that  arise  I 
chiefly,  if  not  solely,  from  the  want  of  practical  information,  arranged  in  proper  order,  and  ' 
conveyed  with  due  simplicity  and  clearness  of  definition.  Such  difficulties  necessarily  ; 
result  in  a  greater  or  less  degree  of  disappontraent  to  those  who  are  candidates  for  dramatic  j 
honours  ;  and  not  unfreiuently  lead  to  the  abandonment,  almost  without  actual  trial,  of 
the  profession  of  the  stage  by  those  who  might,  if  properly  directed,  have  come  to  be  | 
reckoned  among  its  chief  ornaments.  ^  ,  I 


..  ..“  It  is  the  purpose  of  the  following  pages  to  remove,  where  possible,  and  in  all  cases  to 
such  difficulties,  by  furnishing  a  ready  reference  to  inform ition  which  siiall 
smooth  flfe  y^ay  for  the  more  resolute,  and,  at  the  same  time,  encourage  the  desponHi"g  to 
persevere."^  - 

London  .  .John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 
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POLLY  HONEYCOMBE. 

A  DRAMATIC  NOVEL,  IN  ONE  ACT.— BY  GEORGE  COLMAN,  THE  ELDER. 


Foil.— “  What  a  monster  op  a  man!”— Scene  2. 


^trsnns  lltfranttii. 

Honeycombe, 

1  Scribble. 

Polly. 

Ledger. 

1  Mrs.  Honeycombe. 

Nurse 

SCENE  I.— An  Apartment  in  Eoneijcombe’s  House,  j 
Enter  POLLY,  U'ith  a  hook  in  her  hand. 

Fol.  Well  said,  Sir  George !  Oli,  tlie  dear  man  • 
But  so— “  With  these  words  the  enraptured  ba¬ 
ronet  (reading)  concluded  his  declaration  of 
love.”— So !— ‘‘But  what  heart  can  imagine 
(rcadiwi),  what  tongue  describe,  or  what  pen 
delineate,  the  amiable  confusion  of  Emilia?”— 
Well,  now  for  it.— “  Eeader,  if  thou  art  a  courtly 
reader,  thou  hast  seen,  at  polite  tables,  iced 
cream  crimsoned  with  raspbendes ;  or,  if  thou 
art  an  uncourtly  reader,  thou  hast^  seen  the 
rosy-fingered  morning  dawning  in  the  golden 
east  j”— Dawning  in  the  golden  east ;  very  pretty 


— “  Thou  hast  seen,  perhaps  {reading),  the  arti¬ 
ficial  veinnilion  on  the  cheeks  of  Cleora,  or  the 
vermilion  of  nature  on  those  of  Sylvia;  thou 
liast  seen— in  a  word,  the  lovely  face  of  Emilia 
was  overspread  vdth  blushes.” — This  is  a  most 
beautiful  passage,  I  protest.  Well,  a  novel  for 
my  money.  Lord,  lord,  my  stui)id  papa  has  no 
taste  1  He  lias  no  notion  of  humour  and  charac¬ 
ter,  and  the  sensibihty  of  delicate  feelings. 
(Affeetedly.)  And  then  mamma — ^but  where  was 
I  ?— Oh,  here — “  overspread  with  blushes.  {Read¬ 
ing.)  Sir  George,  touched  at  her  confusion,  gently 
seized  her  hand,  and  soft'y  pressing  it  to  Ms 
bosom  {acting  it  as  .she  reads),  where  the  pulses 
of  his  heart  beat  quick,  throbbing  wdth  tiimul- 
[  tuous  passion,  in  a  plaintive  tone  of  voice  breathed 
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out,  Will  yoit  not  answer  me,  Emilia  ?”— tender 
creature !— “  She,  half  raising  {reading  and  act¬ 
ing)  her  downcast  eyes,  and  half  inclining  her 
averted  head,  said,  in  faltering  accents — Yes, 
sir  !”  Well,  now  ! — “  Then,  gradually  recover¬ 
ing,  with  inett'able  sweetness  she  prepared  to 
address  him— when  Mrs.  Jenkinson  bounced  into 
the  room,  threw  down  a  set  of  China  in  her 
hurry,  and  strewed  the  floor  with  porcelain 
fragments  ;  then  turning  Emilia  round  and 
round,  whirled  her  out  of  the  apartment  in  an 
instant,  and  struck  Sir  George  dumb  Avith 
astonishment  at  her  appearance.  She  raved ; 
but  the  baronet  resuming  his  accustomed  elfron- 
tery— ” 


Enter  NUESE. 
am  glad  to  see  you. 


Well,  and 


Oh,  nurse, 
how — 

Nur.  Well,  chicken. 

Pol.  Tell  me — tell  me  all  this  instant.  Did  yoxi 
see  him  ?  Did  yoii  give  him  my  letter  ?  Did  he 
write  ?  Will  he  come  ?  Shall  I  see  him  ?  Have 
you  got  the  answer  in  your  pocket  ?  Have 
you— 

Nur.  Blessings  on  her,  how  her  tongue  runs ! 
Pol.  Nay— but  come  here,  dear  nursee— tell  me, 
what  did  he  say  ? 

Nur.  Say  ? — why,  he  took  the  letter. 

Pol.  Well.? 

Nur.  And  kissed  it  a  thousand  times,  and  read 
it  a  thousand  times,  and — 

Pol.  Oh,  charming ! 

Nur.  And  ran  about  the  room,  and  blessed  hini- 
self— and,  heaven  i^reserve  us ! — cursed  himself, 
and — 

Pol.  Very  flne !  very  fine ! 

Nur.  And  vowed  he  was  the  most  miserable, 
creature  upon  earth,  and  the  hai)piest  in 
the  world,  and — 

Pol.  Pi-odigiously  fine !— excellent !  My  dear, 
dear  nursee.  (Kissing  her.)  Come,  give  me  the 
letter. 

Nur.  Letter,  chicken  ! — what  letter .? 

Pol.  The  answer  to  mine.  Come  then. 

Nur.  1  have  no  letter.  He  had  such  a  pre¬ 
amble  to  write,  by  my  troth  I  could  not  stay  for 
it. 

Pol.  Psha! 

Nur.  How  soon  you’re  affronted  now ;  he  said 
he’d  send  it  some  time  to-day. 

Pol.  Send  it  some  time  to-day !  I  wonder,  now 
(as  if  musing),  how  he  will  convey  it.  Will  he 
squeeze  it,  as  he  did  the  last,  into  the  chicken- 
house  in  the  garden  ?  Or  will  he  write  it  in  le¬ 
mon-juice,  and  send  it  in  a  book,  like  blank 
paper  ?  Or  will  he  throw  it  into  the  house  en¬ 
closed  in  an  orange  ?  Or  will  he— 

Nur.  Heaven  bless  her,  what  a  sharp  wit  she 
has. 

Pol.  I  have  not  read  so  many  books  for  nothing. 
Novels,  nursee— novels !  A  novel  is  the  only 
thing  to  teach  a  girl  life,  and  the  way  of  the 
world,  and  elegant  fancies,  and  love  to  the  end 
of  the  chapter. 

Nur.  Yes,  yes ;  you  ate  always  reading  your 
simple  sto^-books.  The  ’Ventures  of  Jack  this, 
and  the  History  of  Betsy  t’other,  and  Sir  Hum- 
phrys,  and  women  with  hard  Christian  names. 
You  had  better  read  your  Prayer-book,  chicken. 
Pol.  Why,  so  I  do ;  but  I  am  reading  this  now. 


(Looking  into  the  hoolf.)  “She  raved,  but  the  ba¬ 
ronet” — I  really  think  I  love  Mr.  Scribble  us 
well  as  Emilia  did  Sir  George.  Do  you  think, 
nursee,  I  should  have  had  such  a  good  notion  of 
love  so  early,  if  I  had  not  read  novels  ?  Did  not 
I  make  a  conquest  of  Mr.  Scribble  in  a  single 
night  at  dancing  ?  But  my  cross  papa  will  Inirdly 
ever  let  me  go  out ;  and  then,  I  know  life  as  well 
as  if  I  had  been  in  the  bcau-mondeall  my  days.  I 
can  tell  the  nature  of  a  masquerade  as  well  a.s  if 
I  had  been  at  twenty.  I  long  for  a  mobbing 
scheme  with  Mr.  Scribble  in  the  two-shilling  gal¬ 
lery,  or  a  snug  party  a  little  way  out  of  town  in  a 
post-chaise ;  and  then  I  have  such  a  head  full  of 
intrigues  and  contrivances.  Oh,  nursee  !  a  novel 
is  the  only  thing ! 

Nur.  Contrivances  !  Ay,  marry ;  you  have  need 
of  contrivances.  Here  are  your  papa  and  mamma 
lully  resolved  to  marry  you  to  young  Mr.  Ledger, 
Mr.  Simeon  the  rich  Jew’s  wife’s  nephew,  and 
all  the  while  your  head  runs  upon  nothing  but 
Mr.  Scribble. 

Pol.  A  fiddlestick’s  end  for  Mr.  Ledger !  I 
tell  you  what,  nursee— I’ll  marry  Mr.  Scribble, 
and  not  marry  Mr,  Ledger,  whether  papa  and 
mamma  choose  it  or  no.  And  how  do  you  tbiuk 
I’ll  contrive  it  ? 

Nur.  How,  chicken  ? 

Pol.  Why,  don’t  you  know  ? 

Nur.  No,  indeed. 

Pol.  And  can’t  you  guess  ? 

Nur.  No,  by  my  troth— not  I. 

Pol.  Oh,  lord  ;  ’tis  the  commonest  tiling  in  the 
world.  I  intend  to  elope. 

Nur.  Elope,  chicken  ?— what’s  that  ? 

Pol.  Wliy,  in  the  vulgar  phrase,  run  away, 
that’s  all. 

Nur.  Mercy  on  us !  Eun  away  ? 

Pol.  Yes  ;  run  away,  to  be  sure.  Wliy,  there’s 
nothing  in  that,  you  know.  Every  girl  elopes 
when  her  parents  are  obstinate  and  ill-natured 
about  marrying  her.  It  was  just  so  with  Betsy 
Thompson,  and  Sally  Wilkins,  and  Clarinda,  and 
Leonora,  in  the  History  of  Dick  Careless,  and 
Julia,  in  the  Adventures  of  Tom  Eamble,  and  fifty 
others  ;  did  not  they  all  elope  ?  And  so  will  I 
too.  I  have  as  much  right  to  elope  as  they  had ; 
for  I  have  as  much  love,  and  as  much  spirit,  as 
the  best  of  their  . 

Nur.  Why,  Mr.  Scribble’s  a  fine  man,  to  be 
to  be  sure— a  gentleman,  every  inch  of  him. 

Pol.  So  he  is— a  dear,  charming  man !  Will  you 
elope  too,  nursee  ? 

^  Nur.  Not  for  the  varsal  world, 
ciiicken,  your  iiapa  and  manima- 
Pol  What  care  I  for  papa  and  mamma  ?  Have 
not  they  been  married  and  happy  long  enough 
ago  .?  and  are  they  not  still  coaxing,  and  fondhiig, 
and  kissing  each  other  all  the  daylong  ?  Where"’ s 
my  dear  love  (mimicking),  my  lieauty  ?  says 
papa,  hobbling  along  with  his  crutch-headed 
cane,  and  his  old  gouty  legs.  Ah,  my  sweeting, 
my  precious  Mr.  Honeycombe  !  d’ye  love  your 
nowu  dear  wife  ?  says  mamma ;  and  then  their 
old  eyes  twinkle,  and  they’re  as  loving  as  Darbv 
and  Joan.  Eh,  nursee  ? 

Nur.  Oh  fie,  chicken ! 

Pol.  And  then,  perhaps,  in  comes  my  utter 
aversion,  lilr  Ledger,  with  his  news  from  the 
Change,  and  his  Change-alley  wit,  and  his  thirty 
per  cent  (mimicking),  and  stocks  have  risen  one 
and  a  half  and  three-eighths.  I’ll  tell  you  what. 


Suppose,  now. 
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mirsc, — they  would  make  fine  characters  for  a 
novel,  all  three  of  them. 

Nur.  Ah,  you’re  a  graceless  bird  !  But  I  must 
go  down  stairs,  and  watch  if  the  coast’s  clear,  in 
ease  of  a  letter. 

Fol.  Could  not  you  go  to  Mr.  Scribble’s  again 
after  it  ? 

JVttr.  Again,  indeed,  Mrs.  Hot-upon’t ! 

Pol.  Do,  now,  my  dear  nursee,  pray  do ;  and 
call  at  the  circulating  library  as  you  go  along,  for 
the  rest  of  this  novel,  “The  History  of  Sir  George 
Trueman  and  Emilia:’’  and  tell  the  bookseller 
to  be  sure  to  send  me  the  “  British  Amazon,’’ 
and  “  Tom  Paddle,”  and  the  rest  of  the  new 
novels  this  winter  as  soon  as  ever  they  come 
out. 

Nur.  Ah,  pise  on  your  naughty  novels,  I  say  ! 

\_ExU. 

Pol.  Ay,  go  now,  my  dear  nursee,  go,  there’s  a 
good  woman.  What  an  old  fool  it  is,  with  her 
pise  on  it !  and  fie,  chicken  ;  and  no,  by  my  troth. 
(MimicTcing.)  Lord !  what  a  strange  house  I  live 
in !  Not  a  soul  in  it,  except  myself,  but  what 
are  all  queer  animals,  quite  droll  creatures. 
There’s  papa  and  mamma,  and  the  old,  foolish 
nurse. 

Re-enter  NURSE,  xoitli  a  handhox. 

Oh,  nursee,  what  brings  you  back  so  soon  ?  What 
have  you  got  there  ? 

Nur.  Mrs.  Commode’s  ’prentice  is  below,  and 
has  brought  home  your  new  cap,  chicken. 

Pol.  Let  me  see,  let  me  see.  {Opening  the  hox.) 
Well,  I  swear  this  is  a  mighty  pretty  cap,  isn’t 
it,  nursee  ?  Ha  !  what’s  this  ?  {Looking  into  the 
hOoX.)  Oh,  charming!  a  letter!  Did  I  not  tell 
you  so  ?  Let’s  see,  let’s  see.  {Opening  the  letter 
hastily.  It  contains  three  or  four  sheets.)  “Joy  of 
my  soul— only  hope— eternal  bliss.”  (Dipping 
into  different  places.)  “  The  crael  blasts  of  coy¬ 
ness  and  disdain  blow  oiit  the  flame  of  love,  but 
then  the  virgin  breath  of  kindness  and  compas¬ 
sion  blows  it  in  again.”  Prodigious  pretty,  isn’t 
it,  nursee  ? 

{Turning  over  theleaves.) 

Nur.  Yes,  that  is  pretty;  but  what  a  deal 
there  is  ou’t.  It’s  an  old  saying  and  a  true  one, 
the  moi-e  there’s  said,  the  less  there’s  done.  Ah, 
they  wrote  otherguess  sort  of  letters  when  I  was 
a  girl. 

{While  she  talks,  Polly  reads.) 

Pol.  Lord,  nursee,  if  it  was  not  for  novels  and 
love-letters,  a  girl  w'ould  have  no  use  for  her 
writing  and  reading.  But  what’s  here  ?  {Read¬ 
ing.)  Poetry !  “  Well  may  I  cry  out  with  Alonzo 
in  the  ‘Revenge’ — 

'  Where  didst  thou  steal  those  eyes  ?  From 
heaven  ? 

Thou  did’st ;  and  ’tis  religion  to  adore  them !’  ” 
Excellent !  Oh,  he’s  a  dear  man  ! 

Nur.  Ay,  to  be  sure  ;  but  you  forget  your  let¬ 
ter-carrier  below.  She’ll  never  bring  you  an¬ 
other,  if  yoii  don’t  speak  to  her  kindly. 

Pol.  Speak  to  her  !  Why,  I’ll  give  her  a  crown, 
woman.  Tell  her  I  am  coming.  I  will  but  just 
read  my  letter  over  five  or  six  times,  and  go  to 
her.  Oh,  he’s  a  charming  man !  {Reading.)  Very 
fine,  very  pretty !  He  writes  o,s  well  as  Bob 
Lovelace.  {Kissing  the  letter.)  Oh,  dear,  sweet 
Mr.  Scribble ! 

[Erctmt. 


SCENE  II. — Another  Apartment. 

MR.  and  MRS.  HONEYCOMBE  at  Breakfast; 

HONEY  COMBE  reading  the  Newspaper. 

Mrs.  H.  My  dear  ! 

(Peevishly.) 

Hon.  What  d’ye  say,  my  love  ? 

(Still  reading.) 

Mrs.  H.  You  take  no  notice  of  me.  Lay  by 
that  silly  paper ;  put  it  down  ;  come  then ;  drink 
your  tea.  You  don’t  love  me  now. 

Hon.  Ah,  my  beauty ! 

(Looking  very  fondly.) 

Mrs.  H.  Do  you  love  your  o^vn  dear  wife  ? 

(Tenderly.) 

Hon.  Dearly.  She  knows  I  do.  Don’t  you, 
my  beauty  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Ah,  you’re  a  dear,  dear  man.  (Rising, 
and  kissing  him.)  He  does  love  her,  and  he’s  her 
own  husband ;  and  she  loves  him  most  dearly 
and  tenderly,  that  she  does. 

(Kissing  him.) 

Hon.  My  beauty  !  I  have  a  piece  of  news  for 
you. 

Mrs.  H.  Wliat  is  it,  my  sweeting  ? 

Hon.  The  paper  here  says,  that  young  Tom 
Seaton,  of  Aldersgate  Street,  was  married  yes¬ 
terday,  at  Bow  Chiu'ch,  to  Miss  Fairly,  of  Corn- 
hill. 

Mrs.  H.  A  flaunting,  flaring  hussy !  She  a 
husband ! 

Hon.  But  what  does  my  beauty  think  of  her 
own  daughter. 

Mrs.  H.  Of  our  Polly,  sweeting  ? 

Hon.  Ay,  Polly  ;  what  sort  of  a  wife  dy’e  think 
she’ll  make,  my  love  ?  I  concluded  everything 
with  Mr.  Simeon  yesterday,  and  expect  Mr. 
Ledger  every  minute. 

Mrs.  H.  Think,  my  sweeting  ?  Why,  I  think, 
if  she  loves  him  half  so  well  as  I  do  my  own  dear 
man,  that  she’ll  never  suffer  him  out  of  her 
sight— (Tliey  both  ogle  fondly.)  Oh,  my  dear,  it’s 
impossible  to  say  how  dearly  I  love  you. 

(Kissing  and  fondling  him.) 

Enter  LEDGER. 

Led.  Hey-day !  What  now,  good  folks,  wha.t 
now  ?  Are  j'ou  so  much  in  arrear .?  or  are  you 
paying  off  principal  and  interest  both  at  once  ? 

Hon.  My  dear !  Consider — Mr.  Ledger  is— 

Mrs.  H.  What  signifies  Mr.  Ledger  ?  He  is 
one  of  the  family,  yoii  know,  my  sweeting. 

Led.  Ay ;  so  I  am ;  never  mind  me,  never  mind 
me.  Though,  by  the  bye,  I  should  be  glad  of 
somebody  to  make  much  of  me,  too.  Where’s 
Miss  Polly  ? 

Hon.  That’s  right,  that’s  right.  Here,  John  ! 

Enter  JOHN. 

Where’s  Polly. 

John.  In  her  own  room,  sir. 

Hon.  Tell  her  to  come  here ;  and,  hark  ye, 
John,  while  Mr.  Ledger  stays,  I  am  not  at  home 
to  anybody  else. 

[Ea’it  John. 

Led.  Not  at  home  1  Arc  those  your  ways  ?  If 
I  was  to  give  such  a  message  to  my  servant,  I 
should  expect  a  commission  of  bankruptcy  out 
against  me  the  next  day. 

Hon.  Ay,  you  men  of  large  dealings.  It  was  so 
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with,  me  when  I  was  in  business.  But  where’s 
this  girl  ?  What  can  she  be  about  ?  My  beauty, 
do  step  yourself,  and  send  her  here  immediately. 

Mrs.  H.  I  will,  my  sweeting.  Mr.  Ledger,  your 
servaaxt.  B’ye,  dearest ! 

[Exit. 

Hon.  Ha,  ha !  You  see,  Mr.  Ledger,  you  see 
what  you  are  to  come  to.  But  I  beg  jjardon ;  I 
quite  forgot.  Have  you  breakfasted  ? 

Led.  Breakfasted !  Ay,  four  hours  ago ;  and 
done  an  hundred  tickets  since,  over  a  dish  of 
coffee,  at  Jonathan’s.  Let  me  see.  (Pulling  out 
his  watch.)  Bless  my  soul!  it’s  eleven  o’clock ! 
I  wish  miss  would  come.  It’s  transfer-day.  I 
must  be  at  the  Bank  before  twelve,  without 
fail. 

Hon.  Oh,  here  she  comes. 

Enter  POLLY. 

Come,  child,  where  have  you  been  all  this  time  ? 
Well,  sir.  I’ll  leave  you  together.  Polly,  you’ll 
— Ha,  ha,  hr  .  Your  servant,  Mr.  Ledger,  your 
servant. 

[Exit. 

Pol.  (Aside.)  What  a  monster  of  a  man  !  What 
will  the  frightful  creature  say  to  me  ?  I  am  now, 
for  all  the  world,  just  in  the  situation  of  poor 
Clarissa,  and  the  wretch  is  ten  times  uglier  than 
Soames  himself. 

Led.  Well,  miss 

Pol.  (Aside.)  He  si)eaks  !  What  shall  I  say  to 
him  ?  Suppose  I  have  a  little  sport  with  him.  I 
will ;  I’ll  indulge  myself  with  a  few  airs  of  dis¬ 
tant  flirtation  at  first,  and  then  treat  him  like  a 
iog.  I’ll  use  him  worse  than  Nancy  Howe  ever 
6id  Mr.  Hickman.  Pray,  sir  (to  Ledger),  did 
you  ever  read  the  History  of  Emilia  ? 

Led.  Not  I,  miss— not  I.  I  have  no  time  to 
think  of  such  things — not  I.  I  hadly  ever  read 
anything,  excej)t  the  Daily  Advertiser,  or  the 
List  at  Lloyd’s  ;  nor  write  neither,  except  it’s  my 
name,  now  and  then.  I  keep  a  dozen  clerks  for 
nothing  in  the  world  else  but  to  write. 

Pol.  A  dozen  clerks  ?  Prodigious ! 

Led.  Ay !  a  dozen  clerks.  Business  must  be 
done,  miss !  We  luive  large  returns,  and  the 
balance  must  be  kept  on  the  right  side^  you  know. 
In  regard  to  last  year  now — our  returns  from  the 
first  of  January  to  the  last  of  December,  fifty- 
nine,  were  to  the  amount  of  sixty  thousand 
pounds  sterling.  We.  clear,  upon  an  average,  at 
the  rate  of  twelve  per  cent.  Cast  up  the  twelves 
in  sixty  thousand,  and  you  may  make  a  pretty 
good  guess  at  our  net  iirofits. 

Pol.  Net  Iirofits  ! 

Led.  Ay,  miss — net  profits  ;  Simeon  and  Ledger 
are  names  as  well  known  as  any  in  the  Alley,  and 
good  for  as  much  at  the  bottom  of  a  piece  of 
paper.  But  no  matter  for  that ;  you  must  know 
that  I  have  an  account  to  settle  with  you,  miss. 
You’re  on  the  debtor  side  in  my  books,  I  can  tell 
you,  miss. 

Pol.  In  your  debt,  Mr.  Ledger ! 

Led.  Over  head  and  ears  in  my  debt,  miss. 

Pol.  I  hate  to  be  in  debt,  of  all  things  pray  let 
me  discharge  you  at  once,  for  I  can’t  endure  to 
be  dunned. 

Led.  Not  so  fast,  miss— uot  so  fast.  Eight 
reckoning  makes  long  friends  ;  suppose,  now,  we 
should  compound  this  matter,  and  strike  a 
balance  in  favour  of  both  parties. 
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Pol.  How  d’ye  mean,  Mr.  Ledger  ? 

Led.  Why,  then,  in  plain  English,  miss,  I  love 
you — I’ll  marry  yf/U ;  my  uncle  Simeon  and  Mr. 
Honeycombe  have  settled  the  matter  between 
them ;  I  am  fond  of  the  match,  and  hope  you  are 
the  same.  There’s  the  sum  total. 

Pol.  Is  it  possible  that  I  can  have  any  charms 
for  Mr.  Ledger  ? 

Led.  Charms,  miss  ?  You  are  all  over  charms. 
I  like  you,  I  like  your  person,  your  family,  your 
fortune — I  like  you  altogether.  The  Omniums,  eh, 
miss  ?  I  like  the  Omniums,  and  don’t  care  how 
large  a  premium  I  give  for  them. 

Pol.  Lord,  sir. 

Led.  Come,  miss,  let’s  both  set  our  hands  to  it, 
and  sign  and  seal  the  agreement  without  loss  of 
time  or  hindrance  of  business. 

Pol.  Not  so  fast,  sir — not  so  fast ;  right  reckon¬ 
ing  makes  long  friends,  you  know,  Mr.  Ledger. 

Led.  Miss ! 

Pol.  After  so  explicit  and  jiolite  a  declaration 
on  your  part,  you  will  expect,  no  doubt,  some 
suitable  returns  on  mine. 

Led.  To  be  sure,  miss  5  to  be  sure — ay,  ay  !  let’s 
examine  the  per  contra. 

Pol.  What  you  have  said,  Mr.  Ledger,  has,  I 
take  it  for  granted,  been  very  sincere. 

Led.  Very  sincere,  upon  my  credit,  miss. 

Pol.  For  my  part,  tnen,  I  must  declare,  how¬ 
ever  unwillingly — ■ 

Led.  Out  with  it,  miss. 

Pol.  That  the  passion  I  entertain  for  you  is 
equally  strong — 

Led.  Oh,  brave  ! 

Pol.  And  that  I  do  with  equal,  or  more,  sin¬ 
cerity — 

Led.  Thank  you,  miss ;  thank  you  ! 

Pol.  Hate  and  detest — 

Led.  How  ?  how  ? 

Pol.  Loathe  and  abhor  you. 

Led.  What !  what  ? 

Pol.  Your  sight  is  shocking  to  me  ;  3'our  con¬ 
versation  odious;  and  your  passion  contempt¬ 
ible  ! 

Led.  Mighty  well,  miss — mightj’  well ! 

Pol.  You  are  a  vile  book  of  arithmetic — a  table 
of  j)ounds,  sliilhngs,  and  pence  !  You  are  uglier 
than  a  figure  of  eight,  and  more  tiresome  than 
the  multiplication- table  !  There’s  the  sum  total ! 

Led.  Very  fine— very  line,  miss !  Mr.  Honey¬ 
combe  shall  know  this  !  He’ll  bring  you  below 
liar  again,  I  warrant  3’ou ! 

[Exit. 

Pol.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  There  he  goes  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
I  have  out-topped  them  all !  Miss  Howe,  Nar- 
cissa,  Clarinda,  Polly  Barnes,  Sophy  Willis,  and 
all  of  them  I  None  of  them  ever  treated  an  odious 
fellow  with  half  so  much  spirit!  This  would 
make  an  excellent  chapter  in  a  new  novel.  But, 
here  comes  papa,  in  a  violent  passion,  no  doubt. 
No  matter ;  it  -will  only  furnish  materials  for  the 
next  chapter. 

Enter  HONEYCOMBE. 

Hon.  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  extraordinarj- 
behaviour  ?  How  dare  you  treat  Mr.  Ledger  so 
ill,  and  behave  so  undutifully  to  your  papa  and 
mamma  ?  You  are  a  spoilt  child ;  your  mamma 
and  I  have  been  too  fond  of  you ! 

Pol.  Lord  !  papa,  how  can  you  be  so  angry  with 
me  ?  lam  as  dutiful  as  any  girl  in  the  world  1 
But  there’s  always  an  uproar  in  the  family  about 
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marrying  the  daughter ;  and,  now  poor,  I  must 
suffer  in  my  turn  ! 

Hon.  Hark  ye,  miss !  Why  did  not  you  re¬ 
ceive  Mr.  Ledger  as  your  lover  ? 

Pol.  Lover !  Oh,  dear  papa !  he  lias  no  more 
of  a  lover  about  him !  He  never  so  much  as  cast 
one  languishing  look  towards  me;  never  once 
pressed  my  hand,  or  struck  his  breast,  or  threw 
himself  at  my  feet ;  or — Lord !  I  read  such  a  de¬ 
lightful  declaration  of  love  in  the  new  novel  this 
morning  !  Phst,  papa.  Sir  George  Tiuieman — 

Hon.  Devil  take  Sir  George  Trueman !  These 
cursed  novels  have  turned  the  girl’s  head !  Isn’t 
Mr.  Ledger  a  husband  of  your  papa  and  mamma’s 
providing  ?  And  ar’n’t  they  the  properest  per¬ 
sons  to  dispose  of  you  ? 

Pol.  Dispose  of  me  !  See  there,  no^v  !  Why, 
you  have  no  notion  of  these  things,  pajia  !  Your 
head’s  so  full  of  trade  and  commerce,  that  you 
would  dispose  of  your  daughter  like  a  piece  of 
merchandize  !  But  my  heart  is  my  own  property, 
and  at  nobody’s  disposal  but  my  own.  Sure,  you 
would  not  consign  me,  like  a  bale  of  silk,  to 
Ledger  and  Co. ;  eh,  papa  ? 

Hon.  Her  impudence  amazes  me!  Tou’re  an 
undutiful — 

•  Pol.  Not  at  all  undutiful,  papa ;  but  I  hate  Mr. 
Ledger.  I  can’t  endure  the  sight  of  him  1  Nay, 
more,  to  tell  you  the  whole  truth,  my  heart  is 
devoted  to  another.  I  have  an  insuperable 
passion  f(5r  him  ;  and  nothing  shall  shake  my  affec¬ 
tion  for  my  dear  Mr.  Scribble  1 

Hon.  Mr.  Scribble  1  Who’s  Mr.  Scribble  ?  I’ll 
turn  you  out  of  doors  1  I’ll  have  you  confined  to 
your  chamber  !  Get  out  of  my  sight  1  I’ll  have 
you  locked  up  this  instant ! 

Pol.  Locked  up !  I  thoirght  so.  Whenever  a 
poor  girl  refuses  to  marry  any  horrid  creature 
her  parents  provide  for  her,  then  she’s  to  be 
locked  up  immediately.  Poor  Clai’issa!  Poor 
Sophy  W estern  !  I  am  now  going  to  be  treated 
just  as  you  have  been  before  me ! 

Hon.  Those  abominable  books  !  But  you  shall 
have  no  more  novels.  Get  along,  I  say.  No 
pen  and  ink  to  scrawl  letters.  Why  don’t  you 
go  ?  Nor  no  trusty  compaiiiou.  Get  along.  I’ll 
have  you  locked  up  this  instant,  and  the  key  of 
your  chamber  shall  be  in  your  mamma’s  cus¬ 
tody. 

Pol.  Indeed,  papa,  you  need  not  give  my 
mamma  so  much  trouble.  I  have — 

Hon.  Get  along,  I  say. 

Pol.  I  have  read  of  such  things  as  ladders  of 
ropes— 

Hon.  Out  of  my  sight ! 

Pol.  Or  of  escaping  oirt  of  the  window,  by  tying 
the  sheets  together ;  or  of  throwing  one’s-self 
into  the  street  upon  a  feather-bed — 

Hon.  I’ll  turn  yoti  out  of  doors. 

Pol.  Or  of  being  catched  in  a  gentleman’s 
arms — 

Hon.  Zounds !  I’ll — 

Pol.  Or  of — 

Hon.  Y/ill  you  be  gone  ? 

[Eremit. 

SCENE  III.— Polly’s  Aimrtment. 

Enter  SCRIBBLE,  disguised  in  a  livery. 

Scr.  So  I  In  this  disguise  Mistress  Nurse  has  I 
brought  me  hither  safe,  and  undiscovered.  Now 
for  Miss  Polly  I  Here’s  her  letter  :  a  true  pic¬ 


ture  of  her  nonsensical  self : — “  To  my  dearest 
Mr.  Scribble.”  (Beading  the  direction.)  .^iid  the 
seal,  two  doves  billing,  with  this  motto  : 

We  two, 

When  we  woo, 

Bill  and  coo. 

Pretty  I  ana  a  plain  proof  I  sha’n’t  have  much 
trouble  with  her.  I’ll  make  short  work  on’t. 
I’ll  carry  her  off  to-day,  if  i)ossible,  clap  up  a 
marriage  at  once,  and  then  down  upon  our 
marrow-bones,  and  ask  pardon  and  blessing  of 
papa  and  mamma.  (Noise  icithout.)  Here  she 
conies. 

Hon.  (Without.)  Get  along,  I  say  I  Up  to  your 
oivn  chamber,  hussy  ! 

Pol.  (Without.)  Well,  papa,  I  am — 

Scr.  Oh,  the  devil  I  Her  father  coming  up 
with  her  I  What  shall  I  do  ?  (Running  about.) 
Where  shall  I  hide  myself  ?  I  shall  certainly  be 
discovered.  I’ll  get  up  the  chimney.  Zounds  ! 
they  are  just  here  !  Ten  to  one  the  old  cuff  may 
not  stay  with  her.  I’ll  iiop  into  this  closet. 

[Exit. 

Enter  HONEYCOMBE  and  POLLY. 

Eon.  Here,  Mistress  Malapei-t,  stay  here,  if 
you  please,  and  chew  the  cud  of  disobedience  and 
mischief  in  private. 

Pol.  Very  well,  papa. 

Hon.  Very  well  1  ’Tis  not  very  well.  I  have  a 
good  mind  to  keej)  you  upon  bread  and  water 
this  month.  I’ll — I’ll — But  I’ll  say  no  more.  I’ll 
lock  you  up,  and  Carry  the  key  to  your  mamma  : 
she’ll  take  care  of  you.  You  will  have  Mr. 
Scribble :  let’s  see  hov/  he  can  get  to  you  now. 

(Shou'ing  the  key.) 

[Exit,  locking  the  door. 

Pol.  And  so  I  will  have  Mr.  Scribble,  too,  do 
what  you  can,  old  Squaretoes.  I  am  provided 
with  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  in  spite  of  their  teeth. 

I  remember  that  Clarissa  had  cunning  drawers 
made  on  purpose  to  secure  those  tilings,  in  case 
of  an  accident.  I  am  very  glad  I  have  had  cau¬ 
tion  enough  to  provide  myself  wnth  the  same  im¬ 
plements  of  intrigue,  though  ivith  a  little  more 
ingenuity.  Indeed,  now  they  make  standishes, 
and  tea-chests,  and  dressing-boxes,  in  all  sorts 
of  shapes  and  figures  ;  but  mine  are  of  my  own 
invention.  Here  I’ve  got  an  excellent  ink-horn 
in  my  pincushion,  and  a  case  of  pens,  and  some 
paper,  in  my  fan.  (Produces  them.)  I  will  write 
to  Mr.  Scribble  immediately.  I  shall  certainly 
see  him  eaves-dropping  about  our  door  the  first 
opportunity,  and  then  I’ll  toss  it  to  liim  out  of 
the  window. 

(Sits  clou'll  to  write.) 

Scr.  (Putting  his  licocl  out  of  the  door  of  the 
closet.)  A  clear  coast,  I  find.  Tlie  old  codger’s 
gone,  and  has  locked  me  up  with  his  daughter. 
So  much  the  better.  Pretty  soul  I  what  is  she 
about  ?— writing  ?  A  letter  to  me.  I’ll  bet  ten 
to  one.  I’ll  go  and  answer  it  in  propria  persona. 

(Comes  fonrard,  and  stands  behind 
Polly,  looking  over  her  writing.) 

Pol.  (Writing.)  “Me — in— your  ai’ms.”  Let 
me  see ;  what  have  I  written  P  (Beading.)  “  My 
dearest,  dear  Mr.  Scribble.” 

!  Scr.  I  thought  so. 

Pol.  (Beading.)  “I  am  now  writing  in  fbe 
most  cruel  confinement.  Fly,  then,  oh,  fly  to  me 
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on  the  wings  of  love,  release  me  from  this  horrid 
gaol,  and  imprison  me  in  your  arms.” 

Sci-.  That  I  will,  with  all  my  heart. 

(Embracing  her.) 

Pol.  Oh  I 

{Scrcaminfj.) 

Scr.  Oh,  the  devil !  Why  do  you  scream  so  ? 
I  shall  he  discovered,  in  spite  of  fortune. 

(liunninij-  alout.) 

Pol.  Bless  me  !  is  it  you  ?  Hush !  {Running  to 
the  door.)  Here’s  my  father  coming  upstairs,  I 
protest ! 

'  Scr.  What  the  deuce  shall  I  do  ?  I’ll  run  into 
the  closet  again. 

'  PoL  Oh,  no  !  he’ll  search  the  closet.  Jump 
out  of  the  window. 

Scr.  I  heg  to  be  excused. 

Pol.  Lord  !  here’s  no  time  to — he’s  here.  Get 
under  the  table.  {Scribble  hi  es.)  Lie  still. 
What  shall  I  say  ? 

{Sits  down  by  the  table.) 

Enter  HONEYCOMBE. 

Hon.  How,  now,  hussy  ?  'What’s  all  this 
noise  ? 

Pol.  Sir! 

{Afieciing  surprise.) 

Hon.  Wliat  made  you  scream  so  violently  ? 

Pol.  Scream,  papa ! 

Hon.  Scream,  papa  !  Ay,  scream,  hussy  ! 
What  made  you  scream,  I  say  ? 

Pol.  Lord,  papa!  I  have  never  opened  my 
lips;  but  have  been  in  a  idiilosophical  reverie 
ever  since  you  left  me. 

Hon.  I  am  sure  I  thought  I  heard — But,  how 
nush/^’  Wliat’s  here?  Pens,  ink,  and 
/Ijaper !  How  Ci.me  you  by  these  ?  So,  so !  fine 
conti’ivances !  {Examining  them.)  And  a  letter 
began,  too!  “Cruel  confinement— wings  of 
love — your  arms.’’  {Reading.)  Ah !  you  for¬ 
ward  slut !  But  I  am  glad  I  have  discovered 
this.  I’ll  seize  these  moveables.  So,  so  !  Now 
write,  if  you  can.  Nobody  shall  come  near  you. 
Send  to  him,  if  you  can.  Now  see  how  Mr. 
Scribble  will  get  at  you  !  Now  I  have  you  safe, 
mistress  !  And,  Jnow— ha,  ha  !— now  you  may 
make  love  to  the  table  Heyday  !  what’s  here  ? 
A  man!  (Seeing  Scribble.)  There  was  a  noise, 
then  !  Have  I  caught  you,  madmn  ?  .  Come,  sir 
— come  oixt  of  your  hole.  {Scribble  comes  from 
under  the  table.)  A  footman !  Who  the  devil 
are  you,  sir  ?  Where  did  you  come  from  ? 
What  d’ye  want  ?  How  came  you  here  ?  Eh  ? 
sirrah ! 

Scr.  Sir— I— I— What  the  deuce  shall  I  say  to 
him  ? 

Jlon.  Speak,  rascal ! 

Scr.  Sir— I — I— I  came  about  a  little  business 
to  Miss  Honeycombe. 

Hon.  Business !  Ay,  you  look  like  a  man  of 
business,  indeed !  What !  you  were  to  carry 
tliis  scrawl  of  a  love-letter,  I  suppose  ?  Eh  ? 
sirrah  ! 

Scr.  A  lucky  mistake  !  I’ll  humour  it. 

(Asitle.) 

Hon.  'Wliat’s  that  you  mutter  ?  1711080  livery 
is  this  ?  Who  do  you  belong  to,  fellow  ? 

Scr.  My  master. 

Hon.  And  who  is  your  master,  sir  ? 

Scr.  A  <rontleman. 

Pol.  I’iipa  don’t  suspect  who  he  is.  I  must 


speak  for  him.  (Aside.)  This  honest  young  man 
belongs  to  the  gentleman  I  told  you  I  was  de¬ 
voted  to — Mr.  Scribble,  paiia. 

Hon.  To  Mr.  Scribble,  does  he  ?  Very  fine  ! 

Scr.  Yes,  sir,  to  Mr.  Scribble;  a  person  of 
fortune  and  character;  a  man  of  fashion,  sir! 
Miss  Polly  need  not  blush  to  own  her  passion  for 
him.  I  don’t  know  a  finer  gentleman  about  town 
than  Mr.  Scribble ! 

Pol.  Lord!  how  well  he  behaves!  We  shall 
certainly  bam  the  old  gentleman  ! 

(Aside.) 

Hon.  Get  out  of  my  house  thisjinstant !  I’ve  a 
good  mind  to  liave  you  tossed  in  a  blanket,  or 
dragged  through  a  horse-pond,  or  tied  neck  and 
heels,  and— I’ve  a  good  mind  to  carry  you  before 
the  sitting  alderman,  you  dog,  you ! 

Scr.  I  won’t  give  you  that  trouble,  sir.  Miss 
Honeycombe,  I  kiss  your  hands.  You  have  no 
further  commands  for  my  master  at  present, 
ma’am  ?  Your  compliments,  I  sui>pose  ? 

Pol.  Complim.ents !  My  best  love  to  my  dear 
Mr.  Scribble ! 

Scr.  Pretty  soul 

Hon.  This  is  beyond  all  patience!  Out  of  my 
house,  sirrah  !  'VVhere  are  all  my  fellow^s  ?  I’ll 
have  you  thrown  out  of  the  window  !  You  shall 
be  trundled  down  stairs  headlong,  yo’u  shall ! 

Scr.  Patience,  old  gentleman ;  I  shall  go  out  of 
the  house  the  same  way  I  came  into  it.  And,  let 
me  tell  you,  sm,  by  way  of  a  kind  way  at  parting, 
that,  scold  Miss  Polly  ever  so  much,  watch  her 
ever  so  narrowly,  or  confine  her  ever  so  closely, 
Mr.  Scribble  will  have  her,  whether  you  will  or 
no ! 

[Exit, 

Hon.  An  imprident  dog !  I’ll  have  his  livery 
stripped  over  his  ears  for  his  insolence !  As  for 
you,  my  young  mistress.  I’ll  bring  down  your 
high  spirit,  I  warrant  you!  There,  ma’am!  sit 
there,  if  you  please.  (Forcing  her  into  a  chrir.) 
We’ll  send  you  the  “Whole  Duty  of  Man,”  or 
the  “Practice  of  Piety,”  to  read;  or  a  chair,  a 
screen,  or  a  carpet,  to  work  with  your  needle. 
We’ll  find  you  employment:  some  other  books 
than  novels,  and  some  better  company  than  Mr. 
Scribble’s  footman.  Have  done  with  your  non¬ 
sense,  and  learn  to  make  a  pudding,  you  bag¬ 
gage  ! 

[Exit. 

Pol.  Well,  this  is  a  curious  adventure,  truly  ! 
If  I  could  but  make  my  escape  now,  after  all,  it 
would  be  admirable !  I  am  sure  Mr.  Scrib'ble 
would  not  go  far  from  the  house.  Let  me  see  ! 
How  can  I  manage  it  ?  Siippose  I  force  the  lock, 
or  take  off  the  screws  of  it,  or  get  the  door  off  the 
hinges?  I’ll  try.  {Going ;  stops.)  Or— hold!  I 
have  a  brighter  thought  than  any  of  them  !  I’ll 
set  fire  to  the  house,  and  so  be  carried  off,  like 
stolen  goods,  in  the  confusion  !  A  most  excellent 
contrivance!  I  must  put  it  in  practice!  {Noise 
without.)  Oh,  dear;  here’s  somebody  coming ! 

Enter  NUESE,  after  unlocking  the  door. 

Oh !  nirrse,  is  it  you  ?  I  am  heartily  glad  to  see 
you  !  I  thought  it  had  been  papa  or  mamma. 

Nur.  Ah,  chicken;  I  have  taken  care  of  your 
mamma  !  Mr.  Honeycombe  brought  her  the  key 
in  a  parlous  fury,  with  orders  to  let  nobody  go 
near  you,  except  himself.  But,  madam,  I  can’t 
choose  but  laugh— madam  had  taken  a  glass  extra- 
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ordinary  of  her  cordial,  and  I  have  left  her  fast 
asleep  in  her  own  chamber. 

Pol.  The  luckiest  thing  in  the  -world!  Now, 
my  dear  nursee,  you  may  let  your  poor  bird  out 
of  her  cage.  Away !  away,  this  instant  1 
Nur.  Softly,  chicken,  softly ;  you  ruined  all 
with  Mr.  Scribble,  just  now,  by  making  a  noise, 
you  know. 

Pol.  Lord !  nursee,  I  had  no  power  of  reflec¬ 
tion  !  I  was  quite  frightened.  I  was  as  much 
surj)rised  as  Sophy  Western  when  she  saw  Tpm 
Jones  in  the  looking-glass  1 
Nur.  Hush !  you  shall  steal  off  immediately. 
Your  papa  is  very  busy  with  Mr.  Ledger.  Mr. 
Scribble  is  waiting  with  a  hackney-chair  but  in 
the  next  street ;  you  may  slip  slily  into  it,  and 
be  conveyed  to  his  lodgings  in  a  thrice,  chicken. 

^  Pol.  .^d  he  strut  before  the  chair  all  the  way 
in  his  livery,  and  cry,  “By  your  leave,  sir:  by 
your  leave,  ma’am  !’’  Eh !  admirable !  Come, 
nursee,  I  long  to  be  in  liis  hands. 

[Exit,  folloicing  the  Nurse. 

SCENE  IV. — Mrs.  Houeycombe’s  Aimriment. 

MRS.  HONEYCOMBE  alone.  Several  phials  on 
table,  with  labels. 

Mrs.  H.  I  am  not  at  all  well  to-day.  (Yawns, 
as  if  just  waldng.)  Such  a  quantity  of  tea  in  a 
morning  makes  one  quite  nervous  ;  and  Mr. 
Honeycombe  does  not  choose  it  qualified.  I 
have  such  a  dizziness  in  my  head,  it  absolutely 
turns  round  with  me.  I  don’t  think,  neither, 
that  the  hysteric  water  is  warm  enough  for  my 
stomach.  I  must  speak  to  Mr.  Julep,  to  order 
me  something  rather  more  comfortable. 

Enter  NURSE. 

Nur.  Did  you  call,  ma’am  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Oh,  nurse  I  is  it  you  ?  No ;  I  did  not 
call.  ^Vliere’s  Mr.  Honeycombe  ? 

Nur.  Below  staii-s,  in  the  parlour,  madam.  I 
did  nor  think  she’d  wake  so  soon.  If  she  should 
miss  the  key,  now,  before  I’ve  an  opportunity  to 
lay  it  down  again  I  (Aside.) 

Mrs.  H.  What  d’ye  say,  nurse  ? 

Nur.  Say,  madam  ?  Say .?  I  say,  I  hope  you’re  a 
little  better,  ma’am. 

Mrs.  H.  Oh,  nurse  !  I  am  perfectly  giddy  with 
my  nerves,  and  so  low-spirited. 

Nur.  Poor  gentlewoman !  Suppose  I  give  you  a 
sup  out  of  the  case  of  Italian  cordials,  ma’am, 
that  was  sent  as  a  present  from  Mr.  What-d’ye- 
call  liim,  in  Crutched-Friars ;  the  Italian  mer¬ 
chant,  with  the  long  name. 

Mrs.  11.  Filthy  poision !  don’t  mention  it: 
faugh!  I  hate  the  very  names  of  them.  You 
know,  niu'se,  I  never  touch  any  cordials,  but 
what  comes  from  the  apothecary’s,  '^lat  o’clock 
is  it  ?  Isn’t  it  time  to  take  my  draught  ? 

Nur.  By  my  troth,  I  believe  it  is  !  Let  me  see 
I  believe  this  is  it.  (Tahesup  a  j^hial,  and  .slips  the 
key  upon  the  table.)  “  The  stomachic  draught,  to  bo 
taken  an  hour  before  dinner.  For  Mrs.  Honey, 
combe.”  (Beading  the  label.)  Ay,  this  is  it.  By 
my  troth,  I  am  glad  I’ve  got  rid  of  the  key 
again ! 

5  it  me :  I  am  afrafd  I 
C£iu  0  tiike  it ;  it  goes  sadly  against  me. 

(Drinking.) 


Hon.  (Without.)  Run,  John,  run!  After  them 
immediately  !  Harry,  do  you  run,  too  !  Stick 
close  to  Mr.  Ledger.  Don’t  return  without 
them,  for  your  hfe ! 

Nur,  Good  lack  !  good  lack !  they’re  disco¬ 
vered,  as  sure  as  the  day ! 

Mrs.  H.  Lord,  nurse !  what’s  the  matte^^?***^*^"^ 

Nur.  I  don’t  know,  by  my  troth ! 


Enter  HONEYCOMBE. 

Mrs.  H.  Oh,  my  sweeting  !  I’m  glad  you  are 
come  j  I  was  so  frightened  about  you  ! 

„  (Rises,  and  seems  disordered.) 

Hon.  Zounds  !  my  dear — 

Mrs.  H.  Oh  !  don’t  swear,  my  dearest. 

Hon.  Zounds !  it’s  enough  to  make  a  parson 
swear  !  You  have  let  Polly  escape  :  she’s  run 
away  with  a  fellow. 

Mrs.  H.  You  perfectly  astonish  me,  my  dear— 
I  can’t  possibly  conceive— My  poor  head  aches, 
too,  to  such  a  degree— Where’s  the  key  of  her 
chamber  ? 


{beems  aisordered.) 

Nur.  Here,  madam ;  here  it  is. 

Hon.  Zounds  !  I  tell  you — 

Mrs.  H.  Why,  here’s  the  key,  my  sweefchig ! 
It  s  absolutely  impossible  !  it  has  lain  here  ever 
since  you  brought  it  me ;  not  a  soul  has  touched 
it— have  they.  Nurse  ? 

,T  ,T  ^  .  (Disordered.) 

Nur.  Not  a  creature;  I’ll  take  my  Bible  oath 
on  t. 


Hon.  1  tell  you,  she’s  gone ;  I’m  sure  on’t. 
JVH.  Ledger  saw  a  strange  footman  put  her  into  a 
chair,  at  the  corner  of  the  street ;  and  he  and 
John,  and  a  whole  posse,  are  gone  in  pursuit  of 
them. 

Mis.  H.  This  is  the  most  extraordinary  circum¬ 
stance  !  It’e  quite  beyond  my  coniiirehension. 
But  my  sweeting  must  not  be  angiy  with  his  own 
dear  -vvife ;  it  was  not  her  fault. 


Tr  T.T  ,  (Fondling.) 

Hon.  Nay,  my  love,  don’t  trifle  now. 

Led.  (Without.)  This  way,  this  -way;  bring 

them  along.  ° 

Hon.  Hark !  they’re  coming.  Mr.  Ledger  lias 
overtaken  them ;  they’re  here. 

Led.  (Without.)  Here!  Mr.  Honeycomlie  is  in 
this  room.  Come  along. 


Enter  LEDGER,  POLLY,  and  SCRIBBLE,  with 
Servants. 


Led.  Here  they  are,  Mr.  Honeycombe.  We’ve 
brought  them  back  again.  Here  they  are  ma¬ 
dam.  ’ 

Hon.  Hussy  !  I  have  a  good  mind  to  turn  you 
out  of  doors  again  immediately.  You  are  a  dis¬ 
grace  to  your  family. 

Mrs.  H.  Stay,  my  dear ;  don’t  put  yourself  into 
such  a  passion.  Polly,  let  me  know  the  whole 
circumstances  of  this  affair. 

Hon.  Where  were  you  going  ?  Tell  me,  for 
certain,  who  this  fellow  belongs  to.  VTiere  does 
he  live  ?  Who  is  he  ? 


no  other  than  Mr.  Scribble. 

Hon.  This  !  Is  this  Mr.  Scribble  ? 

Scr.  The  very  in^an,  s^ii-,  at  your  service; 


.-.V..  .  iuu,u,  Bir,  ai/  your  S€ 

humble  admirer  of  Miss  Honeycomlns’s 
Pol.  Yes,  papa;  that’s  Mr.  Scribble,' 


the  sov( 
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Tti^n  of  my  lieart— tlie  sole  object  of  my  affec¬ 
tions. 

Ron.  Why,  this  is  even  worse  than  I  expected. 
Wliat !  what,  would  you  run  away  with  a  fellow 
in  livery — a  footman  ? 

Fol.  A  footman  ! — ha,  ha,  ha  ! — very  good.  And 
so,  papa,  you  really  believe  he  is  a  footman  ?  A 
footman ! 

Scr.  A  footman !  eh,  my  dear  ?  An  errand- 
boy  !  A  scoundrel  fellow  in  livery  !  Y'es ;  I  am 
V  ery  like  a  footman,  to  be  sure  ! 

(Laughing  with  Polly.) 

Pol  Wliy,  papa,  don’t  you  know  that  every 
gentleman  disguises  himself  in  the  course  of  an 
amour  ?  Don’t  you  remember  that  Bob  Lovelace 
disguised  himself  like  an  old  man  ?  and  Tom 
Eamble  like  an  old  woman  ? 

Hon.  She’s  certainly  mad — stark  mad.  Hark 
ye,  sir !  who  are  you  ?  I’ll  have  you  sent  to  the 
compter.  You  shall  give  an  account  of  yourself 
before  my  lord  mayor. 

Sr.r.  What  care  I  for  my  lord  mayor  ? 

Hon.  There !  There’s  a  fellow  for  you !  Don’t 
care  for  my  lord  mayor  ! 

Scr.  No,  nor  the  whole  court  of  aldermen. 
Hark  ye,  sir  !  I  am  a  gentleman  ;  a  gentleman  as 
well  known  as  any  in  the  City. 

Mrs.  H.  Upon  my  word,  I  oeJieve  so.  He  seems 
a  very  proiier  gentleman-like — sort  of  a — kind  of 
a  person. 

Led.  As  well  kno\vn  as  any  in  the  City  !  I  don’t 
believe  it.  He’s  no  good  man.  I  am  sure  he’s 
not  known  upon  'Change. 

Scr,  D— e,  sir  !  what  d’ye  mean  ? 

Led  Oho  i  Mr.  Gentleman,  is  it  you  ?  I 
thought  I  knew  your  voice ;  ay,  and  your  face, 
too.  Pray,  sir,  don’t  you  live  with  Mr.  Traverse, 
the  attorney,  of  Gracechurch  Street  ?  Did  iiot 
you  come  to  me  last  week  about  a  policy  of  in- 

Stirtinco ! 

Scr.  Oh,  the  devil!  (Aside.)  I  come  to.  you,  sir  ! 
I  never  saw  your  face  before. 

(To  Ledger.) 

Hon.  An  attorney’s  clerk!  Hark  ye,  .woman! 
(To  Nurse.)  I  begin  to  suspect.  Have  not  I 
heard  you  sj)eak  of  a  kinsman — clerk  to  Mr.  Tra¬ 
verse  y  stop  him !  t  t 

Scr.  Hands  off,  gentlemen  !  Well,  then;  I  do 
go  through  a  little  business  for  Mr.  Traverse. 
What  then  ?  What  have  you  to  say  to  me  now. 


sir? 


Pol.  Do,  pray,  mamma,  take  Mr.h 


Scribble’s  part,  pray  do 


Nur.  Do,  ma’am 
word  for  him. 


uu.  r 

speak  a  good^ 


rlpoTf,  ichile 


they  are 
stopping 


Mrs.  H.  I  understand  nothing  at  r  Scribble 


) 


all  of  the  matter. 

Hon.  Hark  ye,  woman!  He  s  your  nephew; 
I’m  sure  on’t.  I’ll  turn  you  out  of  doors  imme¬ 
diately.  You  shall  be— 

Nur.  I  beg  Ui)un  my  knees  that  your  honour 
would  forgive  me.  I  meant  no  harm,  heaven 
alove  knows! 

(Kneeling.) 

Hon.  No  harm  !  Wliat !  to  marry  my  daughter 
to— I’ll  have  you  sent  to  Newgate.  And  you  (to 
Polly),  you  sorry  baggage  !  d’ye  see  what  you 
were  about?  You  were  running  away  with  a 
beggar— with  your  nurse’s  nephew,  hussy  ! 

Pol  Lord,  papa !  what  signifies  whose  iiephevv 
ho  is  ?  He  may  be  ne’er  the  worse  for  that. 
Who  knows  but  that  ho  may  be  a  foundling,  and 


a  gentleman’s  sou,  as  well  as  Tom  Jones?  My 
mind  is  resolved,  and  nothing  shall  ever  alter  if. 

Scr.  Bravo,  Miss  Polly  !  A  fine  generous  spirit, 
faith ! 

Hon.  You’re  an  impudent  slut!  You’re  un¬ 
done. 

Mrs.  H.  Nay ;  but  look  ye,  Polly.  Mind  me, 
child.  You  know  that  I — 

Pol.  As  for  my  poor  mamma  here,  you  see,  sir, 
she  is  a  little  in  tiie  nervous  way  this  morning. 
When  she  comes  to  herself,  and  Mr.  Julep  s 
draughts  have  taken  a  proiier  effect,  she  11  be 
convinced  I  am  in  the  right. 

Hon.  Hold  your  impertinence  ! 

Pol.  And  you,  my  angelic  Mr.  Scribble  ! 

Scr.  Ma  chere  adorable  ! 

Pol.  You  may  depend  on  my  constancy  and 
affection.  I  never  read  of  any  lady’s  giving  uji 
her  lover,  to  submit  to  the  absurd  election  of 
her  parents.  I’ll  have  you,  let  what  wall  be  the 
consequence.  I’ll  have  you,  though  we  go 
through  as  many  distresses  as  Booth  and 
Amelia.  As  for  you,  you  odious  wretch  (to 
Ledger),  how  could  they  ever  imagine  that  I 
should  dream  of  such  a  creature  ?  A  great  he- 
monster !  I  would  as  soon  be  married  to  the 
Statt'ordshire  Giant.  I  hate  you !  You  are  as 
deceitful  as  Bifil,  as  rude  as  the  Harlowes,  and 
as  ugly  as  Dr.  Sloj). 

[_Exit. 

Hon.  She’s  downright  raving — mad  as  a  March 
hare!'  I’ll  put  her  into  Bedlam!  I’ll  send  her 
into  the  country  !  I’ll  have  her  shut  up  in  a 
nunnery!  I’ll — 

Mrs.  H.  Come,  my  sweeting,  don’t  make  your 
dear  self  so  uneasy.  Don’t — 

Hon.  As  for  you,  sir — 

(To  Scribble.). 

Scr.  Sir,  I  know  that  I’ve  done  notliing  cona 
trary  to  the  twenty-sixth  of  the  king.  Above  s 
month  ago,  sir,  I  took  lodgings  in  Miss  Polly’ . 
name  and  mine,  in  the  parish  of  St.  George’ s-in 
the-Fields.  The  bans  have  been  asked  three 
times,  and  I  could  have  married  Miss  Polly  to¬ 
day  :  so  much  for  that.  And  so,  sir,  your  ser¬ 
vant.  If  you  offer  to  detain  me,  I  shall  bring  my 
action  on  the  case  for  false  imi)risoument,  suo 
out  a  bill  of  Middlesex,  and  upon  a  non  est  inven¬ 
tus,  if  you  abscond,  a  latitat,  then  an  alias,  a 
pluries,  a  non  onvittas,  and  so  on.  Or,  perhaps,  I 
may  indict  you  at  the  sessions,  bring  the  affair 
by  certiorari  into  bancuni  regis,  et  coetcra,  et  coitera, 
et  ccetera.  And  now,  stop  me  at  your  i>eril ! 

lExit. 

Hon.  I  am  stunned  with  his  jargon,  and  con¬ 
founded  at  his  impudence.  Hurk  you,  woman  ! 
(To  the  nurse.)  I’ll  have  you  commited  to  New¬ 
gate.  I’ll— 

Nur.  Mighty  well,  your  honour !  Fine  treat¬ 
ment  for  an  old  servant,  indeed  !  I,  to  be  huffed, 
and  dinged  about  at  this  rate  !  But,  ’tis  an  old 
saying,  and  a  tri;e  one,  “  Give  a  dog  a  bad  name, 
and  hang  idm.”  “  Live  and  learn,”  as  they  say. 
We  grow  older  an!  older  every  daj'.  Service  is 
no  inheritance  in  these  ages.  There  are  more 
jdaces  than  parisli  churches.  So  you  may  do  as 
you  please,  ycur  honour.  But  I  shall  look  uj)  my 
things,  give  up  a  month’s  wages,  for  want  of  a 
month’s  warning,  and  go  my  ways  out  of  your 
hoiise  immediately. 

[Exit. 

Hon.  Wliy,  you  old  Bedlam,  you  shall  be  burnt 
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for  a  witcli ;  but  I’ll  put  an  end  to  this  matter  at 
once.  Mr.  Ledger,  you  shall  marry  my  daughter 
to-morrow  morning. 

Led.  Not  I,  indeed,  my  friend.  I  give  up  my 
interest  in  her ;  she’d  make  a  terrible  wife  for  a 
sober  citizen.  Wlio  can  answer  for  her  beha¬ 
viour  ?  I  would  not  underwrite  her  for  ninety 
per  cent, 

[Exit. 

Hon‘.  See  there  !  see  there.  My  giid  is  undone ; 
her  character  is  ruined  with  all  the  world.  These 
d — d  story-books !  Wliat  shall  we  do,  Mrs. 
Houeycombe  ? — what  shall  we  do  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Lookye,  my  dear,  you’ve  been  wrong 
in  every  particiilar. 

Hon.  Wrong  ?— I,  wrong ! 

Mrs.  H.  Quite  wrong,  my  dear ;  I  would  not  ex¬ 
pose  you  before  company ;  my  tenderness,  you 
know,  is  so  great.  But  leave  the  whole  affair  to 
me,  you  are  too  violent.  Ge,  my  dear,  go;  and 
compose  yourself,  and  I’ll  set  all  matters  to 
rights.  (Going,  turns  bade.)  Don’t  you  do  any¬ 


thing  of  your  own  head  then,  now— trust  it  all  to 
me,  my  dear ;  and  I’ll  settle  it  in  such  a  manner, 
that  you,  and  I,  and  all  the  world,  shall  be  as¬ 
tonished  and  delighted  with  it. 

[Exit,  mutteiingt 

Hon.  Zounds !  I  shall  run  mad  with  vexation. 
Was  ever  man  so  heartily  provoked?  You  see, 
how,  gentlemen  (coming  forward  to  the  axidience) 
what  a  sitiiation  I  am  in.  Instead  of  haijpiness 
and  jolhty,  my  friends  and  family  about  me,  n. 
wedding  and  a  dance,  and  everything  as  it  should 
be,  here  am  I,  left  by  myseh— deserted  by  my 
intended  son-in-law,  bullied  by  an  attorney’s 
clerk,  affronted  by  my  own  servant,  my  daughter 
mad,  my  wife  in  the  vapours,  and  all  in  confu¬ 
sion.  Tliis  comes  of  cordials  and  novels.  Zounds ! 
your  stomachics  are  the  devil !  And'a  man  might 
as  well  turn  his  daughter  loose  in  Covent  Gai’- 
den,  as  trust  the  cultivation  of  her  mind  to  a 
chculating  hbraj'y. 
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Violet  and  Rose.  Author  of  “Blue  Bell.” 
Cost  of  a  Secret.  Author  of  “Two  Pearls.” 
Terrible  Tales.  By  G.  A.  Sala. 

Doomed,  Author  of  “  Tracked.” 

White  Lady.  Author  of  “Ingaretha.” 

Link  your  Chain.  Author  of  “Blue  Bell.” 
'Two  tearls.  Author  of  “Lestelle.” 

Young  Cavalier.  Author  of  “Tracked.” 

The  Shadow  Hand.  Author  of  “Naomi.” 
Wentworth  Mystery.  Watts  Phillips. 

Merry  England.  W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

Little  Blue  Bell.  Bv  A.  Thompson 
Humphrey  Grant’s  VVill.  Author  ‘T)ooraed. 
Jessie  Phillips.  Mrs.  Trollope. 

A  Desperate  Deed.  By  Erskine  Boyd. 
Blanche  Fleming.  By  Sara  Dunn. 

The  Lost  Earl.  By  P.  McDermott. 

The  Gipsy  Bride.  By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

Last  Days  of  Pompeii.  By  Lord  Lytton. 
The  Lily  of  St.  Erne.  By  Mrs.  Crow 
The  Goldsmith’s  Wife.  W.  11.  Ainsworth. 
Hawthorne.  By  M.  E.  O.  Malen, 

Bertha.  By  Author  “  Bound  by  a  Spell. 

To  Rank  through  Crime.  By  R.  Griflitns. 
The  Stolen  Will.  By  M.  E.  O.  Malen 
Pomps  and  Vanities.  Rey.  H.  V.  Palmer. 
Fortune’s  Fayonrites.  By  Sara  Dunn, 
Mysterious  House  in  Chelsea,  By  E.  Boyd 
Two  Countesses  &  Two  Liyes.  M.E.Malen 
i’laying  to  Win.  George  Manville  Fenn. 

The  Pickwick  Papers.  By  Charles  Dickens. 
Doom  of  the  Dancing  Master.  C,  H.  Ross 
Wife’s  Secret.  Author  of  “The  Heiress. 
CnstJero.se.  Margaret  Blount. 

The  Birthriglit.  Author  of  “  Castlerose. 
Golden  Fairy.  Author  of  “  Lestelle.” 


66.  Misery  Joy,  Author  of  “  Hush  Money.” 

67.  The  Mortimers.  Author  of  “  Wife's  Secret.’ 

68.  Chetwynd  Calverley.  W.  H,  Ainsworth. 

69.  Woman’s  Wiles.  Mrs.  Crow. 

70.  Ashfleld  Priory.  Author  of  “Rachel.” 

71.  Brent  Hall.  By  Author  of  “  Birthright.” 

72.  Lance  Urquhart’s  Loves.  Annie  Thomas. 

73.  For  Her  Natural  Life.  Mrs.  Winstanley. 

74.  Marion’s  Quest.  Mrs.  Laws. 

75.  Imogen  Herbert.  Author  of  “Mortimers.’ 

76.  Ladye  Laura's  Wraith.  P.  McDermott. 

77.  Fall  of  Somerset.  W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

78.  Pearl  of  Levonby.  By  M.  E.  O.  Malen, 

79.  My  Lady’s  Master.  By  C.  Stevens. 

80.  Beatrice  Tjddesley.  By  W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

81.  Overtaken.  By  Starr  Rivers. 

82.  Held  in  Thrall.  By  Mrs.  L.  Crow. 

83.  Splendid  Misery.  By  C.  H.  Hazlewood 

84.  Nicholas  Nlckleb.y.  By  Charles  Dickens. 

85.  Oliyer  Twist.  By  Charles  Dickens. 

86.  Barnaby  Rudge.  Bv  Charles  Dickens. 

87.  Ingaretha.  By  M.  E.  O.  Malen 

88.  Paul  Clifford.  By  Lord  Lytton. 

69.  Rienzi.  By  Lord  Lytton. 

90.  Old  Curiosity  Shop.  By  Charles  Dickens 

91.  Pelham.  B.y  Lord  Lytton. 

92.  Falkland  &  Pilgrims  of  the  Rhine.  Lytton. 

93.  Harry  Lorrequer.  By  Charles  Leyer. 

94.  Faust.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

95.  The  Soldier’s  Wife.  By  G.  W.  IM.  Reynolds. 

96.  Valentine  Vox.  By  Henry  Cockton. 

97.  Robert  Macaire.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

98.  Entrances  and  Exits.  Parti.  E.  Winstaniey 

99.  Entrances  and  Exits.  Part  2.  E.  Winstanley 

100.  Nobody’s  Fortune.  Parti.  By  I’k  Yates 

101.  Nobody’s  Fortune.  Part  2.  By  E.  Yates 

102.  The  Seamstress,  By  G.  W.  M.Reynold-' 

103.  The  Necromancer.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

104.  The  Bronze  Statue.  Part  1.  By  G.  W.  M.  R. 

105.  The  Bronze  Statue.  Part  2.  By  G.  W.  M.  R. 

106.  The  Waits,  Pierce  Egan. 

107.  Rye  House  Plot.  Part  1.  By  G  W.  M  K. 

108.  Rye  House  Plot.  Part  2.  By  G.  W.  MR  , 

109.  Memoirs  of  Grimaldi.  Edited  by  Dickens 

110.  Jack  Brag.  By  Theodore  Hook 

111.  Hunted  Down,  <fec.  By  Charles  Dickens 

112.  Charles  O’Malley.  By  Charles  Lever 

113.  Ernest  Maltravers.  By  Lord  Lytton 

114.  Alice;  or.  the  Mysteries.  By  Lord  Lytton 

115.  Paris  Sketch  Book.  By  W.  iVI  Thackeray 

116.  Jacob  Faithful.  By  Captain  Marryat 

117.  Night  and  Morning.  By  Lord  Lytton 

118.  Rosa  Lambert.  Parti.  ByG.  W.M.R. 

119.  Rosa  Lambert.  Part  2.  By  G.  W.  M.  R. 

120.  Canonbury  House.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

121.  Hunchback  of  Notre-Dame.'  Victor  Hugo 

122.  Robinson  Crusoe.  By  Daniel  Defoe 

123.  May  Middleton.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

124.  Catherine,  Ac.  By  W.  M.  Thackeray 
12-5.  Queen  Margot.  By  Alexandre  Dumas  pere 

126.  Massacre  of  Glencoe.  Part  1.  By  G.W.M.  R. 

127.  Massacre  of  Glencoe.  Part  2.  By  G.W.  M  R* 

128.  Michael  Armstroii",  By  Frances  Trollope 

129.  Zanoni.  By  Lord  Lytton 

130.  Leila.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reyuolda 


London  John  Dicks,  313  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers, 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


The  Favourite  Illustrated  Magazines  of  the  Day,  for  the  Home  Circle. 

BOW  BELLS, 

Published  Every  Wednesday,  contain* 

Ticenty-four  large  folio  Pages  of  Original  Matter  by  Popular  Writers,  and  about  Twelve  Illustrations 

by  'Eminent  Artists,  and  is  the  Largest  in  the  World, 

9  Contents  consist  of  Two  or  Three  Continuous  Kovels,  Tales  of  Adventure  founded  on  fact 
*^^*0  founded  on  fact,  History  and  Legends  of  Old  Towns,  with  Illustrative  Sketches  from 
tne  ungiual  Pictures,  Complete  Stories,  Tales,  Picturesque  Sketches,  Tales  of  Operas.  Lives  of  Celebrated 
(past  and  present).  Adventures,  Kational  Customs,  Curious  Facts,  Memoirs  with  Portraits  of 
i^eienrities  of  the  Day,  Essaj's,  Poetry,  Fine  Art  Engravings,  Original  and  Select  Music,  Pages  Devoted 
Work-Table,  Iteceipts,  Our  Own  Sphinx,  Acting  (Jharades,  Chess,  Varieties,  Sayings 
and  Doings,  Notices  to  Correspondents,  die.  r  >  e,  .  j  s 

Weekly.  One  Penny,  Monthly  Parts,  Ninepence.  Remit  Threehaljpence  in  Stamps,  for  Specimen  Copy. 

With  the  Monthly  Parts  are  Presented;— Fancy  Needlework  Supplements,  Coloured  Parisian  Plates, 
•tserlin  vvool  Patterns,  Fashionable  Parisian  Head-dresses,  Point  Lace  Needlework,  <fcc.  &c. 

ALL  THE  BEST  AVAILABLE  TALEKT,  ARTISTIC  AND  LITERARY,  ARE  ENGAGED. 

Volumes  I  to  XLI,  elegantly  bound.  Now  Keady. 

Each  Volume  contains  nearly  800  Illustrations,  and  640  Pages  of  Letterpress.  These  are  the  most  hand¬ 
some  volumes  ever  offered  to  the  Public  for  Five  Shillings,  Post-free,  One  Shilliugand  Sixpence  extra. 


COMPANION  WOKK  TO  BOW  BELLS. 

Simultaneously  with  Bow  Bells  Is  issued.  Price  One  Penny,  in  handsome  wrapper, 

BOW  BELLS  NOVELETTES. 

This  Avork  is  allowed  to  be  the  handsomest  Periodical  of  its  class  in  cheap  literature.  The  authors  ane 
artists  are  of  the  highest  repute.  Each  number  contains  a  complete  Novelette  of  about  the  leiigtli  of  a 
One-Volume  Novel. 

Bow  Bells  Novelettes  consists  of  sixteen  large  pages,  with  three  beautiful  illustrations,  and  is  issued  in 
style  far  superior  to  any  other  magazines  ever  published.  The  work  is  printed  in  a  clear  and  good  type, 
on  paper  of  a  fine  quality. 

Bow  Bells  Novelettes  is  also  published  in  Parts,  Price  Sixpence,  each  part  containing  Four  Complete 
Novels.  Vols.  1  to  13,  each  containing  Twenty-five  complete  Novels,  bound  in  eleganth*  coloured  cover, 
price  2s.  6d.,  or  bound  in  cloth,  gilt-lettered,  4s.  6d. 


EVERY  WEEK. — This  Illustrated  Periodical,  containing  sixteen  large  pages,  is  published  every  Wednes. 
day,  simultaneously  with  Bow  Bells,  it  is  the  only  Halfpenny  Periodical  in  England,  and  is  about  the 
size  of  the  largest  weekly  journal  except  Bow  Bells.  A  Volume  of  this  Popular  Work  is  published  Half, 
yearly.  Vol.  31  now  ready,  price  Two  Shillings.  Weekly,  One  Halfpenny.  Monthly,  Threepence. 


THE  HISTORY  AND  LEGENDS  OF  OLD  CASTLES  AND  ABBEYS,— With  Illustrations  from  Original 
Sketches.  The  Historical  Facts  are  compiled  from  the  most  authentic  sources,  and  the  Original  Legends 
and  Engravings  are  written  and  drawn  by  eminent  Authors  and  Artists.  The  Work  is  printed  in  bold, 
clear  type,  on  good  paper;  and  forms  a  handsome  and  valuable  Work,  containing  743  quarto  pages,  and 
190  Illustrations.  Price  Twelve  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 


DICKS’  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  PLAYS.— Price  One  Penny  each.  Comprising  all  the  most  Popular  ^ 
Plays,  by  the  most  Eminent  Writers.  Most  of  the  Plays  contain  from  16  to  32  pages,  are  printed  in  clear 
type,  on  paper  of  good  quality.  Each  Play  is  Illustrated,  and  sewn  in  an  Hlastrated  Wrapper.  Numbers 
1  to  626,  now  ready,  ^ 


THE  HOUSEHOLD  BOOK  OF  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY.— Price  One  Shilling,  Post  free  is,  6d.  This 
remarkably  cheap  and  useful  book  contains  everything  for  everybody,  and  should  be  found  in  every 
household. 


DICKS’  BRITISH  DRAMA.— Comprising  the  Works  of  the  most  Celebrated  Dramatists.  Complete  in 
12  Volumes,  Each  volume  containing  about  20  plays.  Every  Play  Illustrated.  Price  One  Shilling  each 
Volume,  Per  Post,  Fourpence  extra. 

BOW  BELLS  HANDY  BOOK.S.— A  Series  of  Little  Books  under  the  above  title.  Each  work  contains 
64  pages,  printed  in  clear  type,  and  on  fine  paper. 

1.  Etiquette  for  Ladies.  I  3.  Language  of  Flowers.  |  5.  Etiquette  on  Courtship 

if.  I  4.  Guide^to  the  Ball  Room.  1  and  .Marriage, 

Price  3d.  Post  free.  3Jd,  Every  family  should  possess  the  Bow  Bbixs  Handy  Books, 

THE  TOILETTE;  A  Guide  to  the  Improvement  of  Personal  Appearance  and  the  Preservation  of  HeaUh. 
A  New  Edition,  price  Is.,  or  by  post.  Is.  Id.,  cloth,  gilt. 

London:  John  DickS,  313,  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers, 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


DICKS’  BRITISH  DRAMA 


ILLUSTRATED. 


Comprising  the  Works  of  the  most  celebrated  dramatists. 

Complete  in  Twelve  Volumes,  price  One  Shilling  each  ;  per  post,  Pourpence  extra. 


Vol  1  cenirtww-  The  Gamester— Jane  Shore— The  Man  of  the  World— Love  in  a  Village— Pizarro— 
She  Stoops  to  Conquer- Douglas— The  Devil  to  Pay— The  Adopted  Child— The  Cwtle  Sp^tre 
The  Mayor  of  tiarratt — The  Road  to  Ruin- The  Inconstant — The  ^venge — The  Jealous  Wife 
The  Rivals — Midas — The  Stranger — Venice  Preserved — Gay  Mannering — Fatal  Ounosity. 

Vol.2,  contain:  A  New  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts-^e  Grecian  Daughter-The  Miller  and  Ms  Men-The 
Honeymoon- The  Fair  Penitent— The  Provoked  Husband— ATale  of  Mystery-The  Wonder— The 
Castle  of  Sorento— The  School  for  Scandal— The  Iron  Chest— George  Barnwell— Rob  Roy  Maegregor 
—Cato— The  Pilot— Isabella ;  or.  the  Fatal  Marriage— The  Lord  of  the  Manor— Arden  of  Faversham 
— The  Siege  of  Belgrade. 

Vol.Z,  contains:  Edward  the  Black  Prince— The  Critic;  or  a  Tragedy  Rehearsed— Bertr^-^ho 
Foundling  -Brutus ;  or,  the  Fall  of  Tarquin  — Giovanru  in  London— Damon  and  Pythias— 1  he  Beg¬ 
gars’  Opera— The  Castle  of  Aadalusia-John  Bull— Tancred  and  Sigisinunda—Cymon— Werner 
— Paul  and  Virginia —  Dominique— The  Mourning  Bride— His  First  Champagne— Lraganza— 
A  Trip  to  Scarborough. 

Vol.  4,  contains :  Lady  Jane  Grey— The  Gold  Mine-Fazio;  or,  the  Italian  Wife-Caius  Gracchus-The 
Hypocrite— The  Curfew— Everj' Man  in  his  Humour— Ihe  Qual^r—Jolm  Felton— T^  lurnpike 
Gate— Prisoner  of  State— The  Duenna— The  Roman  Father— The  Provoked  Wife— The  Waterman— 
The  Maid  of  Honour— Evadne-The  Merchant  of  Bruges- Speed  the  Plough— No  Song,  no  Supper— 
The  Courier  of  Lyons— Barbarossa. 

VoL  5,  contains  :  Samson  Agonistes-School  of  Reform-Mrs.  Wig^n^Descarte-Spanish  Student- 
Red  Crow— Nell  Gwynne—  Perfection— One  Snowy  Night—  The  Wheel  of  Fortune- Piper  s  Pro- 
dicaments— The  Meadows  of  St.  Gervase  — One  o’clock— Robbers  of  Calabrio-Zara— Li!e  Buoy 
—High  ijfe  Below  Stairs— The  Maid  of  the  Mill— The  Dog  of  Montargis— Rule  a  Wife,  and  Have 
a  W’ile— The  Soldier’s  Daughter— Thomas  and  Sally. 

Vnl  G  contains-  El  Hvder;  the  Chief  of  the  Ghaut  Mountains— The  Country  Girl— A  Bold  Stroke 
"for  a  Wife— The  Child  of  Nature— The  L3dng  Valet— Lionel  and  Clarissa — Who’s  the  Dupe — Tne 
West  Indian-Earl  of  Warwick-The  Panel-Tom  Tiiumb-The  Busy-Body-’The  Wedding-Day 
—Such  Things  Are— Under  the  Earth—  Polly  Honeycomb  —  The  Duke  of  Milan— The  Miser- 

Atonement. 

Vnl  7  ermfoAns-  The  Belle’s  Stratagem  —  The  Farm  House— Qustavus  Vasa— The  First  Floor— Deaf 
"and  Dumb— The  Honest  Thieves -The  Beaux’  Stratagem  The  Tobacconist— The  Earl  of  Essex 
—The  Haunted  Tower — The  Good-Natured  Man— The  Citizen— All  for  Love— The  Siege  of 
Damascus _ The  Follies  of  a  Day-The  Liar— The  Brothers— Lodoiska  —  The  Heiress- The  Dragon 

of  Wantley. 

8  contains  •  Tamerlane— MonsieurTonsen-A  Bold  Stroke  for  a  Husband— Cross  Purposes  —Father 
Baptiste— Count  of  Narbonne— All  in  the  Wrong— The  Virgin  Unmasked— The  Mysterious  Hua- 
band— The  Irish  Widow— The  Law  of  Lombardy— Love  a-la-Mode— Judge  Not— The  Way  to  Keep 
Him— The  Jew— The  Recruiting  Officer- The  Orphan— Bon  Ton— Fortune’s  Frolic. 

Vai  q  contains-  The  Dark  Glen  of  Ballyfoil— The  Tailor— The  Woodman— Two  Strings  to  Your  Bow— 
‘Bverv  One  has  his  Faults Miss  in  her  Teens— The  Orphan  of  China— The  Deserter— The  Double- 
Dealer— Appearance  is  against  Them— Oroonoko— The  Romp— The  Fashionable  Lover— The  Deuce 
ia  in  Him— The  Merchant  Pirate— Mahomet,  the  Impostor- The  Chapter  of  Accidents— What  Next 
—The  Distressed  Mother— The  Mock  Doctor. 

Fo'  10  contains:  The  BasMul  Man— The  Carmelite— Duplicity— Tliree  Weeks  After  Marriage— Old 
Martin’s  Trials— The  Cheats  of  Scapin— Abroad  and  at  Home— Animal  Magnetism  —  Lovers’ 
VnwH— Mv  Spouse  and  I— Know  Your  Own  Mind— The  Apprentice— 'The  Bohemians  —  The  Re- 
mS  Offic£^T?ie  Sultan-Love  for  Love-The  Chances-Miller  of  Manslield-The  Tender  Hus- 
^nd — Tlie  Guardian. 

Vol.  11,  contains:  The  Way  of  the  World  -The  Benevolent  Tar-’The  School  for  Wiv^  W'ould 
and  She  Would  Not— The  Contrivances—  Who  is  She  ?— Whichis  the  Man  ?— School  for  Arro- 
Mofful  Tale— Suspicious  Husband— Hero  and  Leander— The  Confederacy— The 
Mnifl  of  The  Oaks-By  Royal  Command— The  Constant  Couple-The  Careless  Husband-  Chro- 
Sotonthologos-Votary  of  Wealth-Lovers’  Quarrels. 

19  c/mtains-  Grotto  on  the  Stream  —  Ways  and  Means— The  Juggler— Richard  Cceurde  Lion— 
'The  Poor  Gentleman— Comus— The  Heir-at-Law-The  Polish  Jew— The  Scapegoat  —  Rosina — 
First  Love— Deserted  Daughter— Love  Makes  a  Man— Better  Late  than  Neveiv-RecruitingSergeant 
—Farmer’s  Wife— Midnight  Hour— Wives  as  they  Were,  and  Maids  as  they  Are— He^s  Much  tA 
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Ixmdon  :  J.  Dicks,  3D?,  Stmnd.  All  Booksellers. 
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DICKS’  STANDARD  PLAYS 

AND  FREE  ACTING  DRAMA. 

INCLUDING  THOSE  OF  J.  B.  BDCKSTONE  AND  J.  R,  PIANCHE. 

ACmUG  DRAMA  has  ever  attained  tl.e  success  of  this 
truly  Standard  Work.  Every  Plat  of  Note  will  be  fouiid  in  the  list,  while  the 

AUTHORS,  which  hiivc  been  pl.Tced 
^  pecuh.r  int  insic  value  and  importance  in 
PT  a  Drama.  The  Illustrative  Plays,  both  by  BUCKSTONE  and 

1  M  of  which  are  now  printed  for  the  First  Time),  will  be  found  of  irreat 

value  to  Maim^ers  The  collected  works  of  these  Popular  Authors  comprise 

upwards  of  ONE  HUNDRED  PLAYS,  two  of  which  are  published  every  week. 

Price  One  Penny  each. 

JOHN  DICKS’  DRAMATIC  CATALOGUE. 

The  Editor  tf  Dicks  Standard  Plays  requests  the  .attet  tion  of  the  Theatrical  Profession 
to  the  classified  and  alphabetical  list.  It  will  bo  found  to  con'ain  an  enlarged  enumeration 
ot  Approved  Authors,  in  constant  use  in  the  London  and  Provincial  Theatres,  and  is 
arranged  on  a  Plan,  which,  it  is  presumed,  will  materially  facilitate  a  selection  of  the  most 
populai’ Plays  for  Representation.  As  no  plays  are  published  in  this  unique  Edition,  but 
such  as  have  been  honoured  by  the  sanction  of  criticism  and  popularity,  and  which  have 
been  approved  by  Managers  and  the  arbiters  of  taste  and  experience.  Price  One  Penny. 
_ London;  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 

Now  Ready,  crown  8vo.,  161  pages,  36  illustrations,  Price  6d.,  post-free  7^d., 

CHARADES  AND  COMEDIES, 

FOR  HOME  REPRESENTATION. 

Contents  : 

Bandit  .  Margaret  Helmore 

The  Snow  Helped...  J.  R.  Ware 
J  at  gonelle 


A  Marriage  Noose 
Lost  Pocket-Book... 
1  wenty  and  Forty 
Ail  Fair  in  Love  ... 
A  Woman  will  be 
a  Woman  .  ... 


Mrs.  H.  Parker 
H  B.  Farnie 
T.  H.  Reynoldson 
J.  R.  Ware 
H.  Her.=iee 

J.  R.  Ware 


The  Captain’s  Ghost  T.  H.  Reynoldson 

Hat-Box  .  H.  Hersee 

Number  157b .  H.  B,  Farnie 

Lovely  . . .  .  H.  P,  Grattan 

Bow  BelRe)s .  “  Post  Teiiebras 

Lux  ” 

Mistaken  .  “Quill” 

Locksmith .  H.  Romona 

Portmanteau .  W.  Beck 


Can  also  be  had  separately,  price  One  Penny  each;  post  free,  one  halfpenny  each  extra. 
London;  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Hook^ellers: 


Now  Ready,  Portrait  and  8  Illustrations,  crown  8vo.,  14'?  piares,  Price  61.,  post-free  7id,, 

THE  DKAMATIC  WOKKS  Oi* 

RICHARD  BRIN8LEY  SHERIDAN, 

With  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Sketch  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

Contents : — 


The  Rivals 

St.  Patrick’s  Day ;  or,  the  Scheming 
Lieutenant 
The  Duenna 
A  Trip  to  Scarborough 


The  School  tor  Scandal 
The  Camp 

The  Critic;  or,  a  Tragedy 
hearsed 
Pizarro 


Be< 


Can  also  be  had  separately,  price  One  Penny  each ;  post  free,  one  halfpenny  each  extra. 
London ;  Joi^  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


